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little girl moves across miles 
of plains to a new home. Too new. 
Feeling sad and lonely, she turns to a 
familiar old friend for comfort — her 
patchwork quilt. 

Generations later, another little girl 
moves across miles of highways to her 
new home. And she too finds warmth 
in her new surroundings through the 
same quilt. 

Tony Johnston has created a charm- 
ing story that is sure to appeal to any 
child who has ever felt lonely and 
found consolation in a special belong- 
ing. 

And Tomie dePaola’s wonderful 
paintings, steeped in folk art tradition, 
make this a book to be shared by gener- 
ations of readers. 
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A little girl's mother made the quilt to keep her warm 
when the snow came down, long ago. 
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She stitched the quilt, by the yellow flame, humming all the 
time. She stitched the tails of the falling stars. And she 
stitched the name Abigail. 
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Abigail loved the quilt. She wrapped it round her in the quiet 
dark and watched the winter- skies. Sometimes she saw a 
falling star. 
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The quilt went too. Not stuffed in trunks with the blankets 
and clothes. It kept the little girls warm from the wild winds. 
Warm from the rain. Warm from the sparkling night. 
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New house. New horse. New bed. Everything smelled of 
fresh chop and chips. Everything but the quilt. 
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So her mother rocked her as mothers do. Then tucked her in. 
And Abigail felt at home again under the quilt. 
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One day when the quilt was very old and very loved, Abigail 
folded it carefully and put it in the attic. Everyone forgot it 
was there. 
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A grey mouse came and loved the quilt. Her babies were 
born on top of it. They grew fat and grey in the warm 
stuffing. When they got hungry, they ate a falling star. 
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"Can you make it like new?" she asked her mother. 
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So her mother patched the holes. She pushed fresh 
stuffing in. She stitched long tails on the stars to swish 
across the quilt again. 
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One day the little girl's family moved away across miles 
and miles of pavement and snaking grey highways. 
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They unpacked and unpacked. All night. And everyone sneezed 
on cardboard dust and said, "Welcome home," and was glad. 
And the little girl felt sad. 
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